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"Athling! Athling P he called out in a voice a good deal less
authoritative and formidable than he would have liked it to be.
There was no response; and, since he had shut the street door,
there was not even light enough to see whether he had to ascend
a staircase, or rap at some chamber, in this musty passage.
"Damn the young idiot!" muttered the Marquis.  '"Why the
devil don't he keep a light in this place?"
Annoyance increased the power of his voice.
"Athling! Adding!"
A door did open now, at the top of a straight flight of broad,
bare, old-fashioned steps. A bright ray of light, from inside a
warm, mellow, glowing room, streamed down the staircase. A
girlish figure, obviously in a night-dress and dressing-gown,
stood in the entrance of the room.
"Why it's Dad!" cried Lady Rachel in a low, soft, rich voice.
"It's Dad, Ned!" she repeated, turning half-round as the amazed
peer with an indrawn gasp of his breath and a muttered,
"Well, I'll be damned!" gravely ascended the staircase.
"How siveet of you to come and see us!" she cried, in the
same low, rich-laughing, self-composed manner.
The Marquis bowed to the young man who in a rough tweed
suit had clearly just risen up from beside a table covered with
sheets of manuscript. The room was lighted by a dim rose-shaded
lamp. A pleasant fire burned in the grate; and an open door,
leading out of the back of the room, revealed a double-bed, with
the white sheets turned down, and a second cheerful fire, in a
sort of alcove.
"Sit down, Dad," said Lady Rachel, offering her speechless
parent a low wicker chair close to the hearth.
"Get some of that cherry brandy for my father, Ned/'
Athling, whose hands were trembling with nervousness, lifted
down from a shelf a beautiful little decanter made of fine cut-
glass of a greenish tint He spilled quite a lot of the gleaming
cordial as he poured it and it was running down the edge of the
tiny glass over hi3 own fingers as he handed it to the Marquis.
Lord P. declined it with a wave of his hand. "Just had a bottle
of wine," he said. "Blimp ferreted it out for me. I'll have a
cigarette though, if you've got one anywhere."